The Tragedic 
/can no longer hold me patient. 

Hearc me yoa wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 
in fharing out that which you haue pi!d from me; 

Which of you trembles not thatlookcs on me? 

It not, that Ibeing Queene,you bow like fubiefts, . 

Y et that by on depoliie, you quake like rebels: 

O gentle villaine,do nottmneaway. 

C/o.FouIe wrinkled witch, what makft thou in tnv fi a ht# 
QUW.Bat repetition of what thou haft mard, * * * 
That will 1 make.before /let thee goe: 

A husband andafonnethouowefitoine, 

And thou a kingdome,all of you alleageancc: 

Tht forrow that /haue, by right is yours. 

And all theplcafures you vfurpe.is mine. 

Gh\ The curfc my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou didft crovvne his warlike browes with paper. . , 
And with thy fcorne drewfl riuers from his eyes, 

And then to dric them, gau'ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood of prettic Rutland: ’ 

His ctirfes then from bitterneflTe offoule, 

D.nouncd againft thee, are fallen ypdn thee; 

And God.notvve plaugdc thy bloodrc deede. 

^5,So luRy Godto right the innocent. 

Halt, O twas the fou eftdced.to flay that babe, 

A nd the moll mercilefl’etbaj cuer vvasbeard of. . 

^y nts t.^nifelueswept when it was reported.- 
No man but prophecied reuengefor it. 

J * c " p,crcm ' w 'P ! '» fa ’ r - 

3 * Mr, m,a« were you fnarling all before I came 
Readie to catch each other by the rhroaf, ’ 

And turneyou now your hatred alien me? 

D«d Yorkes dread curfc preuaile to much with heauen 

rnatHmnesdeath,mylouely£dwardsdeath, ■ 

rheir kmgdomcs lofle my wofull ban, fluent, . 

Could ah but anfwere for that peeuiih brat > 

V vu r ,^ <*'” enter lieauen. 

\ by then giue way dull cloudes to my quicke curfes" - 
If not by vvarrejby fui fet die your kin J ^ 

As out by murder, to make hiin a km«T 



of Richard the third. 

Edwara thyfonne, which now is Prince ofWakb 
For Edward my fon, which was Prince of Wales. 

Die in his voutb, by like vntimely violence, 

Thy felfea Qu«ne, forme that was a Qu eerie, 

Out liue thy glone, like my wretched f«Jfe J 
Long maifl thou liue to waile thy childrens lo.lle 0 

And fee another, as J fee thee now, 

Z>eckt in thy gloticj as thou art ftald in mine : 

Long die thy happie dales before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England* -Queenc, 

Riuers and Doric f, you were ftanders by, 

And fo was thou Lo. Haftings, when my fonne 
Was flabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none ofyou may liue y our natu rallage, 

Bu t by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

G)o, Haue done thy chat me thou hatefuil withered hag, 
M. A n,d leaue out thee/flay dog, for thou flial t hear me 
if heauen haueany greeuous plague in ftore. 

Exceeding thofe. that / can with vpon thee J 
O let them keepe it till. thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the ttublerofthepoorc worlds peace: 
Thewoimeof confidence (fill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpeft for tray tors W'hile thou liueft. 

And take deepe tray tors forth, deareft friends. : .■ 

No fleepe clofe vp that deadly eve of thine, 

Vnlefle ,t be whileft feme tormenting dreame 
A ffrights thee, with a hell of vgly diuels, 

Thou“eluifh markt,abortiue rooting hog, *r 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The flaueof nature, and the fonne ofhell, 

Theu flaunder of thy mothers heauie wombe, 

Tiou loathed iflue of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted, &c, 

<7/0. Margaret, 

jQti.M. Richard. Glo . Ha. 

/callthe^n.or. 
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